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muft talkc in fccrcc. Nurfe come backc againe,I haue rc- 
incnabrcd mCjthou'fe heare our counfell. Thou knowcft 
my daughter's of a prcty age. 

Nurfe. Fai th 1 can tell her age ynto an hourc, 
Wife, Shec's not fourtcene. 
Nurfe. He lay fourtcene of my teeth, 
And yec to my ceenc be i t fpoken, 
I haue but fourc> dice's not fourtcene. 
How long is it now to Lammas cidc i 
Wife. A fortnight and odde dayes« 
Nurfe. Eucnoroddc, of al! daies in the yeare come 
Lammat Eue at night fliall (he be fourtcene* Sufm & flic, 
God reft all Chriftian foulcs, were of an age. W ell Sufan 
is with God,fhe was too good for me.But as [ faid, on La* 
mas Euc at night fhall (he be fourteene, that flsall fhe ma- 
rie,I remember it well. Tis finccthc Earth-quake now 
elcuen yeares^and flic was wean d I neucr fhall forget it, 
of all the daies of the yeare, vpon that day for I had then 
laid Worme-wood to my Dug fitting in the Sunnc vnder 
the Douchoufe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
^W4;tfrtw,nayIdoebeare abraine. ButasI faid, when it 
didtaft the Worme-wood on the nipple of my Duggc, 
and felt it bitter,pretty foole.to fee it tcachie, and fall out 
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Douc-houfc, 'twas no 
ncedc I trow to bid mee trudge: and fincc that time it is 
a deuen yearcs/or then flic could ftand alone, nay bi'th' 
roode fhe could haue runne,& wadled all about : for cuen 
the day before (he broke her brow> & then my Husband 
God be with his foule, a was a merric man, tookevpthe 
Child^yca quoth hee,docft thou fall vpon thy face? thou 
wilt fall backeward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou 
not Me ? And by my holy-dam, rhe pretty wretch leftc 
crying,8t faid I : to fee now how a left (hall come about, 
I warrant,& I dull liuc a thoufand yearcs,I neuer (hould 
forget it,: wilt thou not Met quoth hc?and pretty foolc it 
ftinted,and faid I. 

Old La. Inough of this,I pray thee hold thy peace. 
N^rfe # Yes Madam,yct I cannot chufe but laugh, to 
thinke it ftiould leaue crying, & fay I : and yet I warrant 
it had vpon it brovv> a bumpe as big at a young Cockrcls 
ftone?A perilous knock,and it cryed bitterly. If ea quoth 
my husband, fali'tt vpon thy face, thou wilt fall back- 
ward when thou commeft to age : wilt thou not Me} It 
ftinted;andfaidl. 

Me. And ftint thou too J pray thee Nurfefv} 1. 
Kur m Peace I haue done:God markc thee too his grace 
thou waft the prcttieft Babe that ere 1 nurft, and 1 might 
liuc to fec.thee married once, I haue my wifti. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very thcame 
I came to talke of,tell me daughter Miet y 
How ftands your.difpofition to be Married? 
Mi. It is'an hourc that I dreame not of. 
Nur. An houre.werc not 1 thine onely Nurfc,I would 
fay thou liad'il fuckt wifedomc from thy teat, 

Old Lit.Wcll thinke of marriage now,yongcr then you 
Hcerc in Verona, Ladies of cfteeme, 
Are made already Mothers. By my count 
I was vour Mothe^mu ch vpon thefc yearcs 
That you are now a Maide,thus then in bricfe : 
The valiant Varis feekes you for his loue. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady,Lady, fuch a naan asall 
the world. Why hee s a man of waxe. 

OldLa. Feronas Summer hath notfuch a flower. 
Nurfe. Nay hee's a flo wer,infaith a very flower. 
Old La : What fay you,can you loue the Gentleman ? 
This night you (hall behold him at our Fcaft, 
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Read ore the volume ofyoungp^ face 
And find delight, writ there with Eeaut 


its 


pen: 


Examine eucry feuerall liniament, 
And fee how one another lends content; 
And what obfeur'd in this fa:re volume lies 
Find written in the Margent of his eyes, * 
This precious Booke of L©ue,this ▼nbound Ln» 
To Bcautifie him,onely lacks a Couer. J 
The fifli liucs in the Sea, and 'tis muchpride 
For faire without,the faire within to hide ; 
That Booke in manies eyes doth fhare the gl 0 f e 
That in Gold clafp es,Lockes in the Golden ffor' . 
So fliall you fture all that he doth polfeffc * 1 
By hauing him,making your fclfcnolcffe/ 

Nurfe. No lcffe,nay bigger: women # 0 w bv m 
OldLa. Speakebriefly.canyoulikeofCu 9 
Mi. lie lookc to like,if looking liking moue 
But no more deepe will I endart mine eye 
Then your confent giues ftrength to make five 
Enter aSeruingman. 
Ser. Madanyhc guefts are come,fupper fcruM vt> « 
cal'd,my young Lady askt for,thc Nurfe cur'ft i n the 
tcry,and cuery thing in extremitie :Imuft hence to™*, 
belcech you iollow ftraight. * \ 

UM*. We follow thce,Miet y the Counticftaics * 
Nurfe. Goe Gyrlc,fecke happ. c nights to haop/daies 


Ex 


cmt, 


Enter Romeo, UMercutfafBenuoltojvith fine orf m 
other Markers, Torch-bearers. 

Rom. What fliall this fpech be fpokc for our excufe* 
Or fliall we on wkhout Apologie? 

'Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 
Weelehauc no C«//<hocd winkr with a skarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath, 
Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 
But let them nneafurc vs by what they will, 
Wcelc mcafurc them a Meafure.and be gone. 

Rom* Giue a Torch,I am not for this ambling. 
Being but heauy I will bearc the light. 

Mer. Nay gentle Romeojwz muft haue you dance. 

Rom. Not I belceue me,you haue dancing &oocs 
With nimble folesj haue a foale of Lead 
So flakes me to the ground , I cannot mouc^ 

UMe r. You are a Louer,borrow Cupids wings, 
And loa re with them aboue a common bound. 

Rom. I am too fore enpearced with his ftaft, 
To foare with his light feathers,and to bound: 
I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
Vnder loue* heauy burthen doc 1 finkc. 

Hora. And to finke in it /hould you burthen loue, 
Too great opprcflion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is loue a tender thing ? it is too rough* 
Too rude,too boyfterouf,and it pricks like rhorne, 

tMer. If loue be rough with you,be rough with loue. 
Pricke loue for pricking.and you beat loue downe, 
Giue roe a Cafe to put my vifagcin, 
A Vifor for a Vifor,what care 1 
What curious eye doth quote deformities .\ 
Here are theBeetle-browes fliall blufh for roe. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no fooner to, 
But euery man betake him to bis legs. 

R9m* A Torch for me^let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fcncelefle ruflie s with their heeles : 
For I am prouerb'd witha GrandficrPhrafe, 
He be a Candle-holder and looke of>, 
The ffamc was nere fo faire.and 1 am done. 

* Mer. Tut 
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jfoTYatM™ thc Molifc * chc Conftables owne word, 
Tfthou art dun,weele draw thee from the mire. 
Orfaueyour reference loue,whcrcin thou ftickcft 
\r p to the eares,comc wc burne day .light ho, 

Rom. Nay that s not fo. 

far. Imeancfirldelay, 
ufe waft our li ghts in vaine,Ii ghtsjigh ts,by day ; 
Take our good mcaning,for our Judgement ins 
Fiuetimes in that,erc once in our fine wits. 

Rom. And we mcanc well in going to this Maste, 
fue'ei^nowittogo, 

tJM er. Why may one aske ? 

Horn. I dreampt a dreame tonight. 

(jMer, And fo did I. 

fan*. ' Well what was yours % 

fjAer. That dreamers often lye. 

to. Inbcdaflccpewhiletheydo dreame things true. 

jtfer. O then I fee Queene Mab hath beene with you : 
jhcis the Fairies Midwife, & ft>e comes in fhape no big- 
gcr then Agat-ftone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
Jrawnc with a teemc of little Atomies^ucr mens nofes as [ 
tbev lie aflccpe : her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin- | 
flC rslefs:thcCouerofthe wings of Graflioppeis, her 
rriccs-ofathefmalleft Spiders web, her couilers of the 
Moonfliincs watry Beamcs^erWhip of Crickets bone, 
rbeLafli ofPhilome^her Waggoner, afmall gray-coated 
Gnat,not halfc fo bigge as a round little Worme, prickt 
from the Laz.ic-fingcr of a man* Her Chariot is an cmptic 
Hafdnut, made by the loyner Squirrel or old Grub, time 
out a mind, the Faries Coach-makers ,*& in this ftate flic 
gallops night by night^throughLoucrs braines : and then 
they dreame of Loue.On Courtiers knees, that dreame on 
Cutficsftrait ; ore Lawyers fingers, who ftraiti dreamt on 
Fees, ore Ladies lips, who ftrait on kifles dreame, which 
oft athe angry MabwitU bliftcra plague?, becaufe their 
breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime flic gal- 
lops ore a Courtiersniofe, & thcndrcamesheoffmclling 
oat afutc;& fom*iroe comes flie with Tith pigs tale,tick- 
linga Parfonsnofe as a lies aflecpe, then hedreames of 
another Benefice, Sometime flic driuctb ore a Souldicrs 
necke, & then dreames he of cutting Forraine throats, of 
Brcaches,Ambufcado5,Spanifh Blades : Of Healths fiue 
Fadomc deepe,and then anon drums in his eares,at which 
heftartes and wakes; and being thus frighted, fwcares a 
prayer or two & fleepes againe:this is that very Mab that 
plats the manes of Horfcs in the night : & bakes the Elk- 
locks in foule fluttifli haires,which once vntangled,much 
misfortune bodes, 

This is the hag,when Maides lie on their backs, 
Thatpreffes them,and iearoes them firft to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage ; 
This is (he. 

Rm. Pcace,peace/J^/lerfw//(7 peace, 
Thoutalk'ft ofnothing. 

(JWcr. True,I talke of dreames : 
Which ave the children of an idle braine^ 
Begot of nothing,buc vaine phantafic , 
Whiefcis as thin ofiubftance as the ay re, 
And more inconftant then the wind,\v\io wooes 
Euennow the frozen bofome of the North : 
And being angcr'd,pufles away from thencf, 
Turning his fide to the; dew dropping South. 
'Ben. This wind you talke of blowe s vs from our fclues 
Supper is done 3 and wc fliall come too late, 

Rom, I feare too carly,for my mind mifgiues, 
Some conlequence yet hanging in the ftarrcs, 


Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights reuels ,and expire thetearr^ 
Of a defpifed life clof'd in my breft: 
By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 
But he that hath the ftirrage of my courfe 3 
Direft my fute : on iuftie Gentlemen. 
Ben. Strike Drum. 
They march about the Stage ) and Sermngmen come forth 
wtth their napkins. 

Enter Seruant. 
Ser. Where's Totpanjhzt he helpes not to take away ? 
He ftiift a Trencher ? he fcrape a Trencher ? 

1 . When good manners,fliall he in one or two mens 
handstand they vnwaflit too, 'tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the loynftooles, remoue theCourt- 
cubbord, looke to the Plate: good thou, faue mee a piece 
of Marchpane,and 3s thou loucft me, let thePoner let in 
Sufan Grindftonepx\& Nell, Anthonte and Potpan t 

2. IBoyrcidie. 

Ser . Y ou arc lookt for,and cal'd for,askt for,& fought 
for, ; n the great Chamber. 

i We cannot be here and there too,chcarly Boycs, 
Be brisk awhiie,and the longer huer take all. 

Exeunt . 

Enter all the Gtiefts and Gentlewomen to the 
Mashers. 
i. CapH. Welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies that haue rhcir toes 

Vnplagu'd with Corne5,will walke about with you i 
Ah my Miftrefles,whicb of you all 
Will now deny to dance ? She that makes dainty, 
She Ilcfvvcarc hath Comes :am I come nearc ye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen,l haue fcene the day 
That I haue wornea Vifor > and could tell 
A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies eare : 
Such as would pleafe :'ci$gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 
You arc welcome Gentlemen, come Mufitiansplay : 

Muficke plates: and the dance. 
A HalljHolljgiucroome^nd footeit Girlcs, 
More light you knaues,and turne the Tables vp ; 
And quench the fire,the Roomc is growne too hot^ 
Ah firrah,this vnlookt for fporc comes well ; 
Nay Cvcjny fit,good Cozin Capulet, 
Foryouandlare part our dauncing daies : 
How long 'ift now fince laft your fclfe and I 
Were in a Maskc ? 

2.. CapH.. B^rlady thirty yeares. 

i» CapH. What man: 'tis not fo much, f tis not fo much, 
'Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lucent jo, 
Come Pentycoftas quickelyasit will, 
Some fiue and twenty ycares,and then we Maskt . 

z. Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more,his Sonne is elder fir : 
His Sonne is thirty, 

3 . Cap. Will you tel! me that i 

His Sonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe. 

Rom. What Ladie is that which dothni rich ithc hand 
Of yonder Knight? 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Rom. O flie doth teach the Torches to burne bright ; 
It feemes (he bangs vpon the checke of night, 
As a rich Iewel in an /Ethiops eare: 
Beauty too rich for vfe,for earth too dearc s 
So fliewes a Snowy Douc trooping with Crowes 2 
As yonder Lady ore hcrfcllowcs (howes ; 
The meafure donejlc watch her place of ftand, 
And touching hers,makc blcffed my rude hand. 


Did/ 


